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MY МЕСЕ, 
CAPTAIN--WHILE 
NOT THE MOST 
REFINEO OF YOUNG 
LADIES IN THE 
LANDS-- 




















V --HAS NONETHELESS 
BEEN PROMISEO FOR MARRIAGE 
TO THE HOUSE OF SYLVAIN IN 
THIERRY. І ΑΜ PAYING YOU 
QUITE HANOSOMELY, NOT ONLY 
FOR HER TRANSPORT, BUT FOR 
THE DELIVERY OF HER... VIRTUE, 
AS WELL. 


7 J 


И) 


уу! 


І АМ NOT 
TURNING HER OVER ТО 
YOU ТО ВЕ TREATED AS SOME 
PLAYTHING BY YOU ANO YOUR 
SCURVY-RIDDEN PIRATES. DO І 
MAKE MYSELF CLEARP 





I ASSURE YOU, 
MILADY, THOUGH A 
MOTLEY LOT THEY BE, 
THE CREW OF THE 
SHEVA-NOVA IS A 


У 
--THEY'LL HIE 
ТО MY ORDERS. 


TWORRY ABOUT 


Я vou HAVE NOTHIN! 


SEE THAT 1 DON'T, 
CAPTAIN. I HAVE SOLD-...ER, 
PROMISED МУ МЕСЕ TO THE 

‘SYLVAINS...INTACT== 


--AND I WON'T 
HESITATE TO REPORT YOU 
TO THE PROPER AUTHORITIES AND 
SEE YOU HANGED SHOULD THAT 
NOT BE THE CASE. THE MERCHANT, 
DONAMUNDO, SPOKE HIGHLY OF 
YOU АМО THIS SHIP АМО SO I'M 








YOU'VE REALLY 
NOTHING TO WORRY 
ABOUT, MA'AM--WHY 

MOSTA TH'CREW O' ΤΗΕ 
‘NOVA AREN'T EVEN 
HUMAN! 
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он, 

CAPTAIN... YOU 

PASSENGER... 
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МАУ! ‘TIS 
1 
OUR MYSTERIOUS 
PASSENGER... 
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WHAT'S WITH 
THESE GUYS...?! THEY 
ALL SEEM...PROZEN! 


LIKE STATUES/P 





















































ΓΙΟΥ͂ ме can you 
204 AND HOPEFULLY, h 
і a So | 
МСУ емие ое your | 
\ ы FACE! ) 
2) “а 4 
I, || 





-.LET'S GO KICK 
some MERMAID АГ 








ARE YOU ή 
SINGING? / A 


жола”, 


























IT'S KYRA'S FAULT! 7 IP ANYONE: 41 
ӨНЕ WAS SINGING OFF 
М KEY! SHE SOUNDED LIKE A 
WOUNDED SEAL! 














тмеск NW] 
АМО TIRED OF ALL 
THIS CONSTANT 
BICKERING! IF YOU 
САММОТ-- 
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ANO I'M HERE 
то TELL YOU ТО STOP 
WITH ΤΗΕ STUPIO 


































STOP THEM! 
MAKE HIM TURN 
AROUNO! 


DEATHS...IS THE ONLY FUN WE 
HAVE OUT HERE! 



































ER! 7 4 πας ες 
/ I WANT To NN 
WANT TO / ВЕ DROWNED ВУ 
ENJOY THIS THE PRETTIEST A 
VEHIPWRECK | “021 ή 
CONSTANT WO, 
NATTERING! A| A 
OO ASS 





--YOU, ARCIAPIP 


om PLEASE! 
THAT WOULD VoU VASE" 
CERTAINLY XANDIA'S PET, 























NOW I JUST 
HOPE MY IDEA 
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ΤΗΕ SHEVA NOVA 
WOULDA BEEN LOST IF 
IERE! АМ! 








I.. WELL, I KNOW HOW. |: 

MUCH YER HATIN' THIS LIFE YB 
YER AUNTIE HAS PLANNED ДЇ 
» FER YA, AN WELL... 


WONDERIN’ IF YE'D 
CONSIDER... STAYIN! 
ὋΝ А WHILE... JOIN 

THE CRI 























j / у 
5 й SADDEST PART, 
“ЗА TERRIBLE O'COURSE, M'LORD, 
STORM IS CREW T'THE 5 FS WAS THAT WE Lost / 7 
TORRENT, LORO үш WA I" THE GIRL... «Απ 
SYLVAIN! AS YE τ 4 9! 
1 A | ( 


CAN SEE, ІТ TORE 
MY SHIP EVERY % 


SHE САМЕ OUT ОМ DECK А TRAGEDY, YES. HER 
ТО SEE AUNT HAD WRITTEN TO 
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Talk about hot! 


With the success of such albums as Kookabura and Atalante, 
Didier Crisse is one of the most famous and sought-after 
French Artists of the day! 


Originally hailing from Belgium, he chose instead to settle in 
the southwestern part of France, near the Atlantic coast. 
Born in Brussells in 1958, he soon had aspirations to become 
no less than Walt Disney himself, later working on famous 
comic book newspapers such as Tintin and Spirou before 
launching The Crystal Sword (L'Epee de Crystal) іп 1990. 
This series of 5 albums clearly established Crisse as a talent 
to be reckoned with. For the past 3 years, he has been honing 
these talents on two hugely popular, highly successful series, 
the sci-fi adventure, Kookabura, and the heroic-fantasy, 
Atalante! 


And now, Tellos:Maiden Voyage. 


Is this the first time a French artist has worked on an 
Am п comic book? 





No, this is not a unique event in itself, since French cartoonists such as Liberatore have worked on Batman, Stan 
and Vince on Doc Savage, and Olivier Vatine and Mathieu Laugray on Star Wars. More recently, young artists 
Christian Alamy and Olivier Coipel have worked on the DC books Lobo and Legion of SuperHeroes, respectively. 
About 20 years ago, Jean-Yves Mitton drew two issues of the legendary Silver Surfer for LUG Semic, but sadly 
these issues were never published in the United States. 


This, however, is a completely new experience! This is the first time a story has been created in an American comic 
book and published for the French market exclusively before being printed in the United States. Such an event has 
been made possible, thanks to Tellos creators Todd Dezago and Mike Wieringo. In January of 2000, they were 
Semic's guests at the Angouleme comic book convention where Todd and Mike discovered the incredible variety 
and richness of the French Bande-Dessinee. 





There are often difficulties that can hinder such a project from becoming fully realized. But Todd and Mike were 
so enthusiastic and easy to work with that the project progressed as smoothly as possible. The proverbial “icing on 
the cake” was the fact that Todd wrote a story especially for Сгіззе, who was dying to work on such a project. 

And then there is Paul Mounts, master colorist, who worked on Crisses’ pages. This international cooperation 
proves -if need be- that comic books are a universal language that transcend the frontiers. 


How did Crisse hookup with Tellos? 


Crisse was wondering around Angouleme 2000 and came over to the Semic booth to simply buy his monthly dose 
of Semic comics. In по time, he was sitting at the Semic booth talking to Thierry Mornet, Editor In Chief at 
Semic. 


Ironically, Mike and Todd had left to return to the States only an hour or so before. Very quickly Crisse and 
Semic agreed to work together on a special tale, which would be published аз o backup feature in the French 
edition of Tellos. Crisse was very enthusiastic, as were Semic, Mike, and Todd. The rest, as they say, is history and 
can be seen on the pages of the very book you are holding in your hands. Crisse was given the opportunity to 
work on what he considers a dream project and says this is probably one of the best works he has produced in a 
long time. 





Is there more to come? 


After Crisses' performance on Serra's tale, the door is open for other artists to lend their talents to the Tellos 
mythos, which is growing quite strong here in France. Other famous Artists are already being considered and you 
will probably have the opportunity to appreciate their vision of the fantastic world of Tellos in upcoming months. 
As for Crisse, he is back at work on his other series, Atalante. It has been such a pleasure working on Tellos with 
Semic, that there may be something new cooking, something that may very well be published in the States, too. 
So, stay tuned to Tellos, because, rest assured, you will hear it here first! 


~Тћеггу Mornet & Daniela Fermanich 


Working with Didier on this, our first Tale of Tellos, was, quite simply, а joy! Didier and І would speak often 
during the story's production, and though we've yet to meet in person, became good friends very quickly. His 
enthusiasm in his work, kindness, and constant good nature made every phone call a pleasure! We would often tell 
each other jokes to see if they’d be funny in the translation...they always were! 


Thank you, Didier, for lending your fantastic pencils to our colorful little world! 


~Todd 





NO. IT WAS 
RED. А RED HOODED 
THING... 









A BUNG 
ONE. WITH BIG 
Я 


WHADDA WE N 
GONNA DO TODAY, 
SNAP? I NEED SOME 


= EXCITEMENT! 
SHE WA = 
SUCH A WHINEY — 
7 J 
ТУРІ 4 IT'S BEEN SO 
MANY SUNS SINCE 
ANY TRALLERS HAVE 
PASSED BY. MAYBE WE 
COULD-- 


I TOLD YOU, 

DEENIE. YOU 

JUST HAVE ТО 

BE PATIENT: 
MAYBE 

ALREADY THAT 
PATIENCE HAS PAID 

ОВЕ. 





OKAY 
BLUSKELLS. 








TIME TO 
COLLECT THE 
TOUS 
















WHAT Т DON'T 
GET, КОЈ, 15 WHY'RE 
WE GOING TO 
JEFFSPORT? 











IF THINGS 
WERE THAT CRAZY IN 
BAUM, WOULDN'T THERE 
BE MORE FROGSOLDIERS 
IN JEFFSPORT LOOKIN' TO 
COLLECT THE BOUNTY 
ON YOUR HEAD? 










I TOLD YOU, 
JAREK-THE OLD 
STORYTELLER SAID THAT 
THERE WERE RUMORS OF 
ANOTHER TIGER-PERSON 
IN JEFFSPORT. І HAVE 


оң, вит 
THEY ARE. SURELY 
THERE |S SOMETHING 
YOU HAVE THAT YOU 
COULD GIVE US, 


YOU LITTLE BUGS/ AND 
WE'RE NOT ABOUT TO BE 
TRICKED BY YOU THIEVING 
SWAKES!! 


600D SUN TO YOU, 
TRA'LLERS, AND WELCOMES 
YOU HAVE COME, І AM SURE, 
TO OFFER THE TITHING 
NEEDED TO PASS THROUGH 
THIS WOODS... 


A 
TITHING, GOOD 
FAERIE? 


I WASN'T 
AWARE THAT 
THESE WOODS 
WERE OWNED 
BY ANYONE... 





OH, BUT 
CERTAINLY THERE [5 
SOMETHING FOR 


US, EH, SENIOR 
P 


GET AWAY FROM 
US, YOU GYPSIE-GRRLS/ 
WE DON'T HAVE ANYTHING 
AND WE WOULDN'T GIVE IT 
TO YOU IF WE DID! 


50 THATS 
HOW THEY WANT 
IT, HUH...? 
















THEY'RE 

NOTHING BUT 

A BUNCH OF 

SNEAKING 

JUST SAYING rep 
THAT MAYBE YOU у AW, BUT KOJ, 


SHOULDN'T HAVE BEEN = THEY MADE ME SO MAD! 
50 BRASH WITH THOSE > TRYING TO GET А TOLLS 


FAERIES. = THAT'S HIGHWAY 
ROBBERY! 










IT'S BEST 
ТО BE А ВІТ МОВЕ... 
DIPLOMATIC...NHEN 
DEALING WITH OTHER 
CREATURES AND 
CULTURES. 












] COME THE DAWN-- 
я C 7 


MY 
CLOTHES!!! 





WHERE ARE МУ 


CLOTHES?! ?, 










THEY GOTTA BE 
HERE SOMEWHERE! 
WHY WOULD T TAKE 







HMMM. NOT YOU, 
ЈАКЕ. IT MUST'VE BEEN 
THOSE FAERIES. COLLECTING 
THEIR TOLL FROM US ONE 
WAY OR ANOTHER. 








P GUESS THEY N ~ 


WERE TELLING THE 


BUT THIS WILL 
TRUTH--THEY REALLY 
DIDNT HAVE. TEACH THEM ТО CHASE 


THE BLUSKELL GANG 
/ 
ANYTHING! WITH STICKS?! 


IE WAS ALL, 
"GET AWAY, YOU 
ФУР5/Е5//" 
HAHAHA! 





WE HAVE SO MUCHO 
PRETTY STUFF, 1 DON'T 
KNOW WHICH T LIKE THE 





Б дь. А 
# > AND, Y'KNOW, 


WELL, THAT WORKED 


OUT MUCH BETTER THAN Т BEFORE ALL Т REALLY І THINK 
^| WANTED WAS MY CLOTHES THESELL WORK 
BACK, BUT NOW THAT WE HAVE VERY NICE! 
SUCH A WIDE SELECTION ТО 2 
CHOOSE FROM... 


THOUGHT! 


THAT WAS A 
GREAT IDEA YOU HAD, 
TURNING MY TA/L INTO 
А SNAKE. VERY 
I DUNNO, 
КОЗ. Т THINK MAYBE 
OUR LUCK 15 ABOUT 
TO CHANGE, 1 THINK 
BIG THINGS ARE 
GONNA HAPPEN TO US 
NOW, Y'KNOW...?, 


JEFFSPORT, 
HERE WE COMES 





ТНОК 


Thor studied art at New York City’s LaGuardia H.S.of Music & Art and then 
apprenticed at Bad Boys Illustration Studio. He studied painting and computer 
art at SUNY's Oneonta and New Paltz campuses. He has been a newspaper 
cartoonist, a poster and T-shirt designer, a documentary illustrator, a writer and 
artist of a few comics, and has been drawing superheroes since the age of 4. He 
likes to think that his superhero drawing has greatly improved since. Thor also 
enjoyed playing guitar, bass, piano, and drums, and had studied martial arts for 
about 10 years. 





In January of 2000, at the age of 26,Thor was involved in an automobile 
accident and suffered a cervical spinal cord injury, which left him paralyzed from 
the shoulders down. After months of rehab and physical therapy, he began acrylic 
painting and drawing by holding his brush and pen in his mouth. Thor completed 
the ten-page short story for this book within a week of the one-year anniversary 
of his accident. 


There are roughly a quarter of a million Americans with spinal cord injuries and 
ten thousand more are added to this number each year. 


For more information contact Christopher Reeve Paralysis Foundation at 
500 Morris Avenue, Springfield, NJ 07081 or on the web at www.paralysis.org. 








She allowed herself one last 
look back as she and the little fox 
headed for the tavern and convinced 
herself that she could still see the 
tiniest pinpoint of emerald light dis- 
appearing into the eastern sky. 
Already, thick pillars of black smoke 
were rising up here and there around 
the edges of the floating city, the 
only sign that anything might be 
amiss in the foul and fetid land of Hin 
far below. It would be several suns 
before the Luftholdians would brave 
an expedition down there, but a time 
of joy and celebration when they dis- 
covered that that dark and shadowy 
Netherworld was no more, that those 
rolling claps of thunder and explo- 
sions of brilliant green light had sig- 
naled the collapse of that hideous 
Realm. 














But Serra knew because she 
had been there. Surrounded by her friends, she had watched as the malevolent Malesur 
—Mark, she reminded herself, his name was МатК!- had been defeated, his Minions van- 
quished, the Spires of his Citadel toppled. Along with Jarek and Koj, Rikk and...Hawke 
—oh,Hawke- she had helped to end his campaign of Darkness, had stopped him and 
awakened so much of Tellos from his trance-like Black Sleep! 


Yet, as great a triumph as that was, it paled in comparison to what came after. 
With but a touch from the transformed Jarek...Jared!...she was given back memories of 
another life, another world, and the realization that her brother—her BROTHER! !—had 
given her a gift more precious than any treasure. Images and emotions from that other 
life had flooded her head and her heart in an instant, filling her with love and hope and 
sadness all at once. She instantly felt an even deeper unbreakable bond with Jarek and 
Koj being forged, but also a feeling of betrayal. She shouldn't feel this good when just a 


short while ago, right before her eyes, Hawke had been...had been slain while getting 
the Amulet to Jarek. 


“Hey, Princess...you comin'?” 


Shaken from her thoughts, Serra looked down at her furry companion. His clothes 
and face were singed and sooty from their ordeal down below and he wore an expres- 
sion of exhausted bewilderment, as if too much had happened to him all at once. 
Understandable. She imagined that she looked much the same. 


“Yeah, I’m...1 was just thinking.” she replied. 


“Yeah...me too.” His little fox voice was somehow high-pitched and gravely at 
the same time. He looked at the ground for a moment, a sad expression momentarily 
crossing his face. When he looked back up at her he wore a weak smile, “І think that 
with everything that's happened, it’d be better if we tried not to think.” Не paused. 
“It's hurting my head.” 


“Well, let's see if a few flagons of mead won't fix that.” she said as she reached 
up and flipped her long black ponytail off her neck. And then she did something that 
she had never done before... 


...she smiled at him. 


It took him off-guard, she could see, as he blinked his eyes wide for a moment 
and stammered when he squeaked, "W-w-well, let's get to it then." 


For as long as she had known Rikk she had disliked him. A thief and a con artist 
unable to control his obsession for stealing, his impulsive actions were always risky and 
unpredictable. He was a wild card, untrustworthy, and she feared that his recklessness 
would one day spell death. Oh, not his. Her disdain for him ran so deep that, while she 
wouldn't admit this out loud, she actually hoped that his (uncanny) luck would run out 
on him one day. No, her fears had always been more for Hawke, his partner. Her one 
true love. 


Hawke had been a thief as well, a roguish Ulf whose eyes sparkled and laughed 
at her and stole her heart. She had originally shown him only contempt on the rare 
occasions when their paths would cross, fought off his subtle but telling advances, but 
soon found herself dreaming of him, looking for him in every port they pulled into. 
When she had finally allowed herself her feelings, he was there, waiting. And while they 
mostly were apart, chasing their respective fortunes all over the Lands, they never left 
one another's thoughts. Or hearts. 


And now he was gone. But not due to another one of Rikk's harebrained schemes 
as she had long feared. He had died a hero, fighting a good fight, putting the needs of 
others before his own. 


And somehow, Rikk had too, hadn't he? There had been a change in him there 
during this whole mess. His involvement in what she had thought of as Jarek's Destiny 


wasn't based оп his usual selfish desires, his dangerous greed. Or even his loyalty to his 
best friend, Hawke—He had somehow risen above that...hadn't he...? 


They walked through the heavy oak door and stepped blindly into the dark and 
shadowed Tavern, blinking away the sunlight from outside as their eyes adjusted to the 
dim lighting within. Loud voices and roars of laughter mingled with the dank, sour 
smell of the place. To their right, at a large round table, a huge Luftholdian was holding 
court, regaling a handful of sodden patrons with a tale from his heroic glorious past. To 
the left, a Thierrian and a couple of angry Ogres were obviously being taken in an 
intense and brutal game of Diamondback, throwing their cards down at the small gray 
creature who was dealing. Other customers were perched on stools at the bar or in the 
booths at the back. A few heads turned to register the pair, but they were quickly dis- 
missed as, even in the dirty and battered condition they were in, a comely brunette and 
a soot-covered fox were not considered unusual in a place like the Fox and Bird. 


“Booth in the back. ІЛІ get the drinks.” Serra said to Rikk as they walked past 














two drunken Trolls, laughing and chittering away at each other in their annoying, 
ancient language. 


Rikk sat down, exhausted, and lazily gazed around at the posters and flyers 
pasted to the wall above the booth. One spoke of the need for more Soldiers in the 
Luftholdian Militia, to aid in their efforts in Poldania. Another announced the annual 
Festival of Ree, and another a minstrel group that would be playing in the Regent's 


Courtyard three suns hence. Others were there, but he was too tired. 


Moments later , Serra joined him at the corner booth, deep in shadow. Rikk had 
left the “wall seat” to her out of habit—Hawke had always felt more comfortable with his 
back to the wall, able to ‘watch the room’, and he'd had the eyes of...well, the eyes of a 
hawk. Serra plunked the frothy mugs down on the wooden table and, once she sat 
down, the two of them lifted the drinks eagerly to their mouths, taking the brew in 
huge gulps. As they drank, quite unexpectedly, they each looked up from the cold gold- 
en mead and their eyes met. 


They paused, pulling the brim of the mugs away from their mouths. 


“Ме should...” Serra started, her voice choking off as she realized that she could- 
n't say what she wanted to say. 


“we should...” Rikk finished for her, as if reading her mind, “...we 
should...toast...” 


"| don't think І can.” she replied as her face suddenly changed, betraying her 
usual stern demeanor, and huge tears rolled down her sooty cheeks. 


"| don't think І can either...” as Rikk too bent his head down and watched his 
tears drop heavily onto the oaken table. “І miss him so much already.” 


The two sat and wept there for a few minutes, staring down at their drinks, their 
soft sobs barely audible above the raucous din of the room around them. In their minds 
they each replayed their shared memory о) Hawke’s final moments as he died in their 
arms. Died, and then...rose...?! His spirit-was that his spirit?—rising up above them and 
taking the shape of a huge bird of light?! Telling them that he loved them? And to take 
care of one another...?! 


“What the Hin was that all about?” Rikk finally chirped, softly, but with enough 
pith to make Serra look up. His brow was furrowed in a look of such serious indignation 
that she had to fight to stifle a laugh. 


"Hee hee-he-I know!” she said, trying to regain her composure. But the little fox 
still wore his scowl, angry at his departed partner for his outrageous last words. She 
suppressed her laughter down to a giggle but she couldn't make them go away. And 
Rikk's frustration just made her giggle all the more. I’m punchy! she thought. 
Emotionally exhausted and punchy! 


“І mean why did he hafta pin that on us?!” Rikk barked, growing more defen- 
sive. “1 know you two don't like each other,” Rikk quoted, adopting a sing-songy sar- 
castic tone to his already humorous voice, “ but take care of each other...For me!!” 


That did it! For Serra, at least at this moment in her extremely tired state, this 
was very close to the funniest thing she’d ever heard! Rikk’s outrage at his best friend’s 
final words—his last wishes—this was too much! Her laughter exploded outward to join 
the rest of the cacophonous taproom and the tears that ran down her face now were 
strictly tears of unbridled joy. And it only fueled her hysterical laughter when Rikk tried 


to defend his position. 
“It isn’t funny!” һе cried, trying to look convincing. 
“No-ho-ho-ho-ho. It isn't." she agreed, barely getting the words out. 


“It's almost like some kinda curse he put on us!!” Rikk yelled, his eyes getting 
wider on every other word, making it that much fumnier. 


“A curse!!” Serra screamed, the laughter enveloping her once again. 


Take care of each other...?’ He had no right to tell us to treat each other any 
differently!!” Rikk finished adamant, slamming his fist down to emphasize each syllable. 


"That...that..." and this time Serra gave it all she had, straining against the 
laughter and biting back her smile, “...that bastard!” she hissed, and then gave herself 
over to the laughter again. 


And her laughter was contagious, as soon, Rikk too was slapping the table and 
holding his aching stomach! 


They wound down then, the laughter slowly, inexorably dying away, percolating 
here and there in little giggles and chuckles as it went. They sat in relative silence for a 
few moments, staring at the table, finishing their mead. 


“Where will you go now?” she asked, looking up at him, meeting his eyes again. 


“І was thinking of maybe heading to the Festival in Ree,” he said, pointing to the 
tattered poster pasted to the wall behind her, “...there’s always some obnoxious regal 
or official there who needs to be taken down a peg or two by ‘losing’ some valuable 
item or another.” 


She twisted around on the booth’s wooden bench to better look at the Festival’s 
poster when a startled Rikk whispered, “Serra...! Your back...?” 


She turned to look at him, startled as well, “What? What about my back?” She 
reached around and felt that her vest and her shirt had been ripped, slashed in the bat- 
tle with the Shadow]umpers, the vest torn quite a bit. Considering what they had been 
through it wasn’t difficult to understand how their clothing had been slashed and tat- 
tered during their swordplay with the endless stream of ShadowJumpers down in Hin. 
Each of them was wearing small cuts and scrapes from head to toe as a result of the 
battle below. 


Her shirts were torn quite a bit though and she was surprised that she hadn't felt 
that so much of her skin had been exposed to the open air. She supposed that in her 
exhaustion, the cuts and scrapes, the rips and tears, hadn’t mattered enough to regis- 
ter. Now, though, Rikk was looking at her with a quizzical expression on his face and 
she realized that finally, this fox that she had never liked, well, not before today... 
might in fact be able to help her with her own private mystery. 


“There’s a...do you have a tattoo or-” 


“No,” she cut him off, “it’s the burn 一 the scar 一 from where that bastard Skald 
grabbed me. He held me in a bearhug as his gauntlet scalded my back. 


“Hawke said that...that it didn't look bad...that it looked like some kind 
of...design. But he never got a chance to tell me what. I’ve been dying to-” She looked 
into his eyes and saw something there that she'd never seen before. Was it...compas- 
sion? 


She suddenly felt odd, realizing that she was telling this little sneak thief, this 
furball, about herself, about something that she would ordinarily keep so private. She 
was, or had been, an incredibly private person. It had been Hawke who taught her to 
lighten up, to not be afraid to reveal her softer side. She had learned to share with 
him. And, she realized, to some degree she had opened up to Tuggle, her First mate, 
as well. 


But to take this little cretin into her confidence? After all the times she'd 
preached to Hawke, telling him what a no-good, useless rat Rikk was...? Of course 
Hawke would constantly defend him, telling her that Rikk was much more than what 
everyone saw on the surface. Is that what was happening? Was she starting to see Rikk 
through Hawke's eyes? 


And suddenly, she did see him differently, as he looked over at her, waiting for 
her to continue. She saw that he too had just lost his best friend. That they suddenly 
had something in common...and that he was just as surprised by this as she was... 


She decided to take the chance. 
He beat her to it. 


“Serra, do ya want me to take a look and tell you what it is?” He had never 
used her name before. It sounded funny coming from his lips. 


“Yeah, Rikk, thanks.” she said, “That would be great.” 


She twisted in her seat once again, turning herself so that Rikk could examine 
the ‘design’ or whatever it was on her back. She studied the postered wall as he 
moved closer to see іп the dim light. As it was the little fox had to stand up on the 
bench and lean over the table to lift up the back of her shirt better. 


“my....my gods...” he squeaked softly. "Serra, it’s...” his voice trailed off, his 
tone reflecting an almost religious awe. 


And Serra would have certainly been more interested herself if she too hadn't 
just had the wind taken out of her sails. Rikk and her back and the rest of the Tavern 
all drifted quietly away as she gazed up at the poster. She stared at the crudely drawn 
likenesses of her late lover and her small red companion positioned beneath the head- 
ing, WANTED! For the Robbery of ROYAL Properties! REWARD! 20,000 drues. But the 
worst of it was the last line: DEAD or ALIVE! 


Her lips were already moving before she could put her thoughts together; they 

















needed to get out of here, they were іп incredible danger, with that kind of Bounty 
being offered...“Rikk! We have to-” 


At the same moment, Rikk had once again found his voice as both of them 
noticed the huge shadow that fell over their entire booth. “Serra—it’s amazing! It looks 
li-urkk-k!" 


Serra spun around swiftly, her right hand immediately falling to the hilt of her 
sword, her eyes adjusting quickly this time as she looked up to see a giant-like 
Luftholdian towering over them. In опе hand he held a Shandolian dagger, in the other, 
a fistful of Rikk's cape, from which the little fox now dangled, choking as he clawed at 
the tightening collar! 


"Here is our fortune, Quill! 1 told you that it would come to us!" the Luftholdian 
laughed. Beside him, sword drawn to stay Serra's hand, stood a smaller Ulf, his eyes 
intent on the Pirate Queen as Rikk clutched and kicked. 


"Keep your eyes sharp, Tonak. І don't know of this girl, but if the fox is about, 
then his thievin’ partner can't be far. I’ve unfinished business with Hawke before we 
hand them over to the Regent." 


Growing angry and putting on her sternest Captain's face, Serra leapt to her 
feet. "Let go of him! You're going to kill him!" she ordered, leveling her gaze at the 
huge Tonak. Her action was met with the points of both dagger and sword thrust to 
within an inch of her face as the pair barked in unison, "Sit Down!" 


Dropping back down onto the bench, Serra quickly scanned the tavern, looking 
to see if their predicament had attracted any attention. Sadly, the clientele of a business 
such as this were the type who had learned long ago not to interfere in the occasional 
"difference of opinion" that tended to occur from time to time. They would only be 


moved to action themselves should а “disagreement” spill over into their “personal 
space.” 


"| don't know who you are, girl,” said the weasely Ulf, still waving his sword in 
her face, “but you'd be wise not to interfere with this. We've a score to settle with this 
one and his friend. And quite a bit of reward to collect when we're done with 'em.” 


As he spoke, Serra looked to the suspended Rikk, who had fortunately managed 
to get his hands up and around his collar to alleviate the cape's noose-like effects. As he 
continued to gasp for air, mockingly she thought, he met her eyes and fixed her with a 
quick serious gaze. He then moved his eyes downward, looking down toward the bench 
where he had been sitting. Following his gaze, her eyes set on a black canvas bag, the 

















bag that he took everywhere with him, the bag that held all of his treasures. 
Immediately she knew what he wanted. 


Looking up at the two thugs, Serra put on a face of indignant innocence, saying, 
"| don't know what friend you're talking about, Gentle Sirs, but could it be that you 
тау be choking the wrong fox...? I’ve known Beezbottom here for more than twenty 
summers and І think you must have the wrong person.” A look of gradual confusion 


slowly crossed over the faces of both Quill and Tonak, as they each considered the pos- 
sibility of this scenario. 


Of course, as she spoke, Serra had hooked the hanging strap of Rikk's bag with 
her foot and dragged it over to her side of the booth. She knew that he had Skald's 


Gauntlet іп there—and that would certainly turn these two idiots around!—but she also 
knew that the Gauntlet took a few minutes to warm up. She didn't have that kind of 
time. Hopefully, there would be something else available that would come in handy. 


Momentarily confused by what the girl had told them, Tonak, still holding the 
dangling Rikk by the cape, took a step backward and spun him around to see if, in fact, 
he had been abusing the wrong fox. Quill stepped back with him and together, the two 
of them took turns stealing glances at the hanging thief while continuing to cover Serra 
with their drawn swords. 


Her right hand hanging down under the table, Serra surreptitiously felt around 
in the seemingly bottomless sack, finding first the Gauntlet, then the magikal Sphere of 
'Squerade (which she, unfortunately, didn't know how to work...), and finally her hand 
fell on a honed hoop of cold iron. It jangled when she brushed it and at first thought it 
to be a large ring of keys. But as her hand explored the circle more, she found the keys 
to be a half dozen or so small sharpened weighted blades and recognized it as the Shiv- 
Ring that had been the weapon of Din Jessa, the malicious bitch of the Bounty Hunters! 


This would do... 


As the slow-witted Quill and Tonak came to the conclusion that, no, they had the 
right guy, Serra grasped the shiv-ring and hurled it, the small blades spinning outward 
as it flew, slicing through Rikk's cape like a miniature buzz saw and going on to bury 
three of the knives into Tonak's massive chest! 


The skrrrrrip of the саре and the giant's howl of pain seemed to happen simulta- 
neously, Rikk dropping to the floor and Tonak staggering backward as he looked down 
at the black iron blades imbedded in his pecs. Thin rivulets of blood had already 
appeared beneath two of them. Serra didn't waste a moment, moving with a fluid-like 
grace, drawing her sword as she vaulted up and over the table. Quill, surprised by the 
suddenness of it all, did all he could to get his sword up in time. 


It was Tonak's backward fall, really, that turned a minor corner booth skirmish 
into a full on bar fight. Stumbling back into the drunken Trolls, Tonak immediately 
incurred their wrath, each of them hitting the huge Luftholdian several times with their 
cudgels before he was distracted from the blades lodged in his chest. His reaction was 
that of a man swatting at bothersome insects, but when he backhanded the smaller of 
the two, he sent the homonculus sailing across the room and into an Ogre who was 
already of a bad disposition. Soon the semi-conscious Troll became the weapon of 
choice as several of the Tavern's patrons began grabbing him by the feet and beating 
one another with him! 


In moments, everyone in the bar was fighting. 


Though known to be somewhat gregarious and gullible, Ulfs are reknowned for 
their skill with a sword, a point that Serra recalled immediately the moment she 
matched iron with Quill. His movements were swift and deliberate, each one a poten 


tially dominating maneuver, but Serra herself had been schooled in the ways of the 
blade by a Blokey, giving her a necessary-and unexpected—advantage. 


Ching! Ching! Ching! 
“You are fast, Wench! And lucky...!” he spat as he tried to turn her off to his 
right, "But | fear that your luck, just like your short red companion, will soon run out!” 


Maybe it was the mead, but more than likely it was the oppressive exhaustion 
that clouded her judgment at that moment, made her shift her attention from the Ulf to 
quickly glance over at the spot where Rikk had been. 


Had. 
Been. 


And she mentally cursed herself for beginning to trust him. Cursed him for leav- 
ing her like this, in a lurch, to fight his battle. He wouldn’t be there to “get her back” as 
Hawke had told her Rikk did when the two of them were іп а fix. He wouldn’t be there to 
save her skin as she had just so graciously and courageously saved his. 


But whichever, the mead or the exhaustion, it only took a moment... 
...and Quill made it count. 


Rolling off her block of his last downward swing, he brought the hilt of his 
sword down sharply, catching the distracted Serra in the temple and snapping her head 
backward. 


Stars shot across her vision for a moment (was it just a moment...? it seemed like 
much longer...) and as Serra's eyes cleared it was her turn to bring her sword up just in 
time! The shot to the temple hurt like Hin, but it also woke her up! 


Ching! Ching! Ching!, he smiled at her attacks, blocking each one expertly, 
believing that he had already won this melee, that in her anger, she would certainly 
make a mistake. 


"| guess you've learned a valuable lesson about friendship and allies here this- 
eve, haven't you, Trollop?" 


"Bite me, Slimeboat!" 


And with that Serra threw three quick short downward swings over his head, 
taking a step in closer to the Ulf with each one. 


He never saw the left hook. 
She had learned to use a sword from a Blokey. 
She had learned to use her fists from an Ogre. 


It came around and clocked him and sent Quill reeling backwards, stumbling 
into an overturned table and almost slicing his own leg as he tried to steady himself 
with his sword. Because he had tried to turn her during their exchange, Quill fell into a 


wall rather than into the growing brawl behind them. She glanced around at the mess to 
see arms and legs flailing about everywhere! Already she could see that a small fire had 
started across the room and that the floor was littered with the debris of broken chairs 
and tables, not to mention unconscious patrons and spilled mead. Serra meant to be out 
of there as quick as she could—damn that fox!—and add Quill here to that list of the 
unconscious, to assure that he wouldn't come after her. Grabbing a nearby chairleg to 
send the Ulf off to dreamland, she only managed a step toward him when her boot slid 
on something loose on the floor. As she fell, dropping both the chair leg and her sword, 
she realized that it was that blasted shiv-ring; Tonak had apparently dislodged and dis- 
carded the bladed hoop at some time during his own battles. She quickly scrambled to 
her knees and reached for it... 


...Only to be warned back by Quill's thrusting blade! She looked ир to see that 
an angry Quill; his lower lip bleeding, the right side of his mouth already starting to 
swell, his eyes narrowed with anger. She would not be getting out of this one. The chair 
leg had skittered far across the floor and her own sword was now underneath her, not 
in a position that she could quickly make use оў it! 


“І wondew if you evew thoughd thad fogs was worth dying faw...?” Quill hissed 
at her with his rubbery lip. He stabbed his sword at her to move her, guide her, the tip 
of the blade grazing her neck. She scrabbled backward across the floor and rubble into 
a sitting position against the wall. “1 doud he would do the sabe faw you.” The tip of 
the sword now pushed against the hollow of her throat, dimpled the skin there, threat- 
ening to pierce her lovely flesh. 


She looked up at him with grim resolve; he was enjoying this, having her at his 
mercy, having this power over her, looking for her weakness, waiting to hear her pleas 
for mercy. 


It’s gonna be a long wait, Snacky... 


And then, just as she felt he would wait no more, almost felt the blade skewer 
her, for the second time that eve, a huge shadow fell across her face. Quill’s eyes never 
left hers however as he said, “Tonak? You ogay...?” 


The giant Luftholdian then stepped into her field of vision, next to his friend, 
looking down the blade at her. His eyes, too, were narrowed, his lips curling in a 
fiendish smile at her obvious helplessness. 


And then she watched as his eyes caught sight of the shiv-ring laying at her feet 
and he stooped to pluck it from the floor. And as his massive body swung down in a 
crouch, she noticed two things. The cuts were gone. On his chest where the shiv-ring 
had dug in, there was no blood, no ragged wounds. Also, he was wearing Rikk's black 
sack on his hip. 


His eyes met hers and in those eyes she suddenly saw a friendly glimmer, an 
impish spark that confused her for a moment...but then she knew. 


"| set, ‘Are you ogay...?’” Quill repeated, a tone of frustration creeping into his 
wobbly speech. His eyes never looked away from Serra. 


The Luftholdian's huge fist came around and caught Quill squarely in the stom- 
ach, knocking the wind out of him in a great surprised gust, sending him flying back 
against the wall!! His body shook with the devastating impact as his forgotten sword 
clattered to the ground! He was out! 


Serra was on her feet in an instant, grabbing her sword on the way, as the gar- 
gantuan Tonak reached out and grasped her forearm. And as he turned saying in his 
squeaky/gravely voice, “С'топ, we're outta here!”, she watched as the image of the 
huge man rippled slightly, diminishing and fading away, revealing the smiling face of 
Rikk as he quickly guided her toward the exit! 


But between them and the door out of the seemingly self-destructing tavern all 
she could see was a battlefield! How were they ever going to get through that, she won- 
dered? 


Before she could give voice to that query, however, they were simply walking 
through it, Rikk guiding her, tugging her along, as the frenzied battlers suddenly, 
abruptly, stopped their individual skirmishes, to clear a path for the two of them. All fell 
perfectly silent as Rikk and Serra moved past them and she was stunned by the looks of 
fear and amazement on their faces. 


Stunned that is, until she caught her own reflection in the shattered mirror hang- 
ing just inside the door. She was a Shadowjumper... Rikk too, the image reflected back 
at her many times over in the fractured looking glass. Rikk had cloaked them using the 
ball, that Sphere of 'Squerade, to project the image of two members of the dark and 
highly feared cult! Мапу had never even heard of the Shadowjumpers before. It was а 
perfect escape! 


Night had fallen outside the gritty tavern by then and, after shifting appear- 
ances several times to ensure they hadn't been followed, Rikk and Serra found them- 
selves standing in a courtyard that made up the town's square. 


“Hey...”, Rikk croaked when he was finally able to speak, “...you were really 
good back there! І had no idea you could handle yourself so well! You were amazing!” 


“You weren't so bad yourself, Snacky.”, Serra replied, hearing the strange 
friendly tones in her voice as she spoke to this sneak-thief she had, until recently, so 
emphatically detested. 


“Ме make a pretty good team.” he said, chuckling a bit at the absurdity of his 
statement. Serra joined in with the laughter too, and it soon threatened to become the 
same contagious, uproarious laughter that they had shared earlier in the tavern, feeding 
off of one another until they were both wiping the tears from their eyes. The few other 
townsfolk who were there in the courtyard this even-time looked up at the sound of the 
pair's brays of laughter. 


“Well, he did say that we should stick together, look out for each other...” Serra 
finally whispered, glancing over at her short comrade. “...those were like, his last wishes.” 


“Yeah...” Rikk agreed, returning her gaze. 


They both looked down at the ground then, seemingly studying it, not wanting 
to look up, as their respective thoughts ran similar circles around their minds... 


“Well, you have a good life!” Rikk chirped, looking up at the Pirate Queen and 
sporting a huge, friendly smile. 
“Yeah, you too!” Serra added, tipping the little fox an informal salute, as she 


smiled goodbye. They both chuckled again. Take care of each other...as іў! 


Rikk headed off down the cobbled street as Serra turned to head off in the other 
direction. She suddenly remembered though that, before they were so rudely interrupt- 
ed, Rikk had been about to tell her what it was that had been mysteriously etched on 
her back. 1% was something that ate at her constantly and something she felt that she 
really needed to know. She turned and called to him, surprised to see that he had 
already gotten about 50 yards away. “Rikk! Wait!” 


He turned around with a start, yelling back to her, “what?” 
“What is it?" she called. "What's the tattoo on my back?" 


“oh, yeah!” he cried, turning to head back to her, looking almost eager for the 
continued conversation, “ І forgot all about that! It’s a- 


But a rough voice cut him off, as a small gang of large men stepped from an 
alley between them. “It IS him!! Get ‘im, Guys!” 


She managed to see a surprised Rikk turn and run just before the small mob 
blocked her vision completely, chasing the tiny figure through the darkened alleys of 
Luftholde. 


Soon they all disappeared into the night. 


And that’s the last she saw of him... 
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